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Author's Notes: 
If you all don't know, there's a new love in Jerry's life. Greg Puciato from Dillinger Escape Plan is currently on 


tour with Jerry, doing co-vocals. He and Jerry have been "super homies" since meeting in the fall of 2019. 


When did it start? To be honest, not long after he met Jerry. Greg had never had the ability -or desire- to 
keep his emotions hidden. He made it clear to Jerry right after the Pico Union shows how he felt: 


"| know," the older man responded. "But | don't think we should." 


For months, he wondered what the "I know" meant. He could have just asked but there was that small part of 
him that enjoyed the self-flagellation of continuously wondering. Did Jerry mean he knew how Greg felt about 


him, or did he mean he knew how Greg felt because he felt the same way? 


"Let's take this record on tour. Let's get the guys together and do some of this stuff, some Alice stuff. It'll be 
great." 


tl be great?" Greg nearly barked into the phore. "Yeah, real great." 


"What? What the fuck, dude?" 
"Nothing. Yeah, lets take it on the road." 


There was silence on the other end of the line. He knew Jerry was doing that thing. That adorable fucking thing 


where he twists his mustache, wearing some doe-eyed, wounded expression. 
"Look, its just .Jer," Greg softened. "I still .we're close. We're so close and | feel .." 


"You're right. l'm sorry. | didn't realize ..| can ..| really want you to come out with me on this thing, but | 


understand if you can't." 


"| want to. | will" 


The fucking bow. Dillinger didn't take fucking bows at the end of their shows. They walked the fuck off the 
(destroyed) stage. But Jerry insisted. After St. Paul, Greg decided he couldn't do it. He couldn't stand there with 
Jerry's arm around him and his around Jerry and smile like everything was great! So he would take himself 
off the stage for just a minute. Just a long minute where he could breathe and get his shit together. And by 
the time he returned, Gil or Tyler would be there, acting like a buffer between him and Jerry. 


During shows, though, when Greg was lost in the music, sometimes he needed to find his anchor and so he'd 
reach for the man to his left. He'd find Jerry's shoulder or his arm and a quick touch was all he needed to 
find his footing again. During shows, the intentional space that Jerry's words had created seemed to evaporate 
and the older man's happy smiles and heart eyes not only drew Greg in, but inexplicably pissed him off. How 


dare he send these mixed fucking messages? 
"My brother from another mother, Greg Puciato." Jerry introduced him that way in Atlantic City. 
Greg ignored the cheering crowd and shot Jerry a look 


And so it went on and on like this. Mixed messages zig-zagging across the country in crowded buses and stark 


hotel rooms. Until Seattle. 


As frustrated and angry with Jerry as Greg was becoming -throwing mic stands into the crowd and letting 
those minutes off-stage become longer and longer minutes off-stage (he didn't even bother returning for the 
fucking bow in some cities), he knew that the Seattle show was special to Jerry. Greg knew that he would 
leave everything he had on that stage if it meant Jerry's success and happiness in his hometown. 


The energy in the room was already crackling before Greg even opened his mouth to sing one note. Everybody, 
it seemed, knew that this night would be special. This night would bring wonder and intensity and euphoria 


They rattled through each song on the list, gaining momentum and volume. By the time they got to Rooster, 
Greg was sweaty and panting and the actual beer in his red cup was almost gone. As he sang his guts out, 
pouring every pent up emotion he had into the song, the unexpected happened. Jerry needed to find an anchor 


of his own. 

Greg didn't need to open his eyes. He never did. He could feel where Jerry was on that stage at any given 
moment. And when he felt the older man's damp forehead press against his temple, Greg pushed back. He felt 
his knees nearly give out from under him but he held it together and he kept Jerry from getting completely 
lost. It must have lasted an eternity. Warm, wet skin against his, warm breath on his cheek, whiskers tickling 
his neck. Nobody would have blamed him for losing his shit, right? But he wouldn't let Jerry down. 

He stood like a statue behind his microphone while the man to his left sang of heartbreak and endings. All Greg 
wanted was a beginning. It dawned on him. Maybe Jerry avoided beginnings because endings were too, well, 
heartbreaking. 

When he returned to the stage for that goddamn bow, Greg was thankful to find Gil already standing to 
Jerry's right. He sidled in beside Gil and raised his hand once. Then Greg quickly left the stage. He grabbed a 
towel and a fresh bottle of real beer and walked down the hall to the practice room. All he wanted to do was 
grab his shit and get back on the bus. 

"Dude, you were incredible!" Jerry's happy voice from behind him made Greg flinch. 

"You, too, man," he replied quietly. Hearing the joy in Jerry's voice deflated Greg. 

"Hey, what's wrong?" 

He could feel Jerry getting closer so Greg turned around and put one hand up. "Why'd you do that tonight?" 
"Do what?" 

"You know." 


"| don't know. What?" 


Greg brushed past Jerry and swung the door closed, turning the lock "The fucking thing with the head and 
the," he tilted his head back and forth to imitate their heads moving together. 


The mustache twist. 


"What? What are you doing to me?!" His chest was heaving as he took his jacket off and slammed it down on 


the beat-up, black leather couch that sat against the wall. 


"Greg m 


"Don't! | don't want to hear it. I'm fucking ..'m twisted up in a fucking knot, Cantrell. What the fuck?" 
"Greg -" Jerry tried again, taking a step closer. 


"| said don't! Just .just give me a minute. | need a minute to get my shit together. We can finish this thing out 


in a few days and take a break." 


A hand on his arm swung him around and he found Jerry's face inches from his. "Would you fucking listen to 


me? Im done. | don't want to fight anymore" 
"What do you mean anymore? We're only fighting now because l'm fucking pissed at youl" 
"| mean it. | dort want fo fight -it- anymore. | cant" 

Greg tried to step around Jerry. "What are you talking about?" 


He was swung around again and had it been anyone else putting their hands on him, they might not have made 
it out of the room alive. But this was Jerry, the man who held Greg's heart in his hands - even if he said he 
didn't want to. "Stop fucking doing that!" As he took a breath to shout some more, his face was sandwiched 
between two meaty hands and Jerry's lips were crushing his. This time, his knees did give way and as he 
started to buckle, one arm went around his back and pulled him into Jerry. Greg's hands found Jerry's long, 
damp hair and tangled into it. He devoured Jerry, returning the older man's kiss with so much heat. Every 
ounce of misery and confusion and joy and love that Greg had put a cap on for the last two years bubbled 
over and he needed to make Jerry feel those things. 


When he finally pulled back, Greg dropped his chin and wiped his mouth, daring to glance up at Jerry. "Don't 


fucking ..nuzzle me again unless you mean it” 


And just like that, he was grabbed again and Jerry was pressing his face into Greg's neck. 


